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MAGGY  LVUTKER, 


WH  A  wou*diiii  be  in  love. 

wi*  bonny  Maggy  Lautheiv 
A  piper  met  her  gaun  through  Fife, 

he  ipcir^d  whtt  wa«'t  they  ca*d  her  ? 
Right  scornfully  she  aniwerM  hini) 

begone  you  bailan«>6hakcr, 
Job  o*  your  gate  you  blatber*flate^ 

my  uame  is  Maggy  Lauther- 

Maggy  ^io'  he,  now  by  iny  bagf, 

I'm  fidg'ng  fain  to  fee  thee. 
Sit  down  by  nje  my  bocny  bird, 

indeed  X  winua  gleer  ihee  5 
For      a  piper  to  roy  trade, 

my  nacae  h  Rob  the  Ranter. 
The  la$ses  bup  as  they  were  daft, 

whf  II I  bkw  up  my  chanter. 

Piper,  qu  >'  Mgg,  bae  ye  your  bagg, 

or  la  your  droae  in  order  ? 
Gif  ye  b^  Rob  weVe  heard  ot  you* 

live  ye  upo*  the  border  ? 


he  kwtrjf  baith  (if  and  teatt 
baa  heard  of  R6b  the  RaBCery 


il  shake  my  foot  wi'  right  good  wili, 
gif  ye'll  blaw  up  your  chanter. 


rhcn  to  his  bag^  he  flew  with  speedy 
I  and  rovmdl  the  dror^e  he  twitted| 
»leg  up  ai^cJ  Wallop* d  o'er  the  greeit^ 
I  for  brawly  cpuld  she  fritk  it, 
H^ell  clone  quo'  bCt  pUy  up  quo'  she, 

well  bob  d,  quo'  Rob  the  Ra^^tefi 
fii  worth  my  while  to  play^  quo*  he^ 

when  I  get  sic  a  dancer. 

Well  hae  ye  played  your  part  quoS  Meg 

your  cheeks  are  like  the  criinson> 
There's  «ane  in  Scotland  plays  like  you 

•i  'tcc      lost  Habbie  Simson  : 
[ye  liv'. ■  in  Fi&  ba;ith  »aid  and  wift?^ 

these  ten  yeais  and  a  quart ex^ 
Whe»  ye  come  there  to  Anst'er  fair, 

speer  ye  f  jr  M^ggy  LaUthcr. 

Then  Hob  he  rou^M  and  took  the  road^ 
and  round  all  Fife  he  ranted, 

And  pUy'ii  a  iipris:)g  ihro^  ^ilJer-dykes, 
as  merry  Meg  he  W4nte0  i 

AiJid  a55  he  enter'd,  jlnal'er  town. 
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His  bags  he  U^m  till  ike  cbmnUf  fleW| 
»o  pipes  WM  prouder. 

Then  Meg  came  gigli»g  to  th€i  door, 

aid  iaw  ber  bairn  father, 
O  mitid  mo%  yci  ye  danC:d  wiV  mei 

your  bonny  l^ggy  Xfanther  a 
Which  makes  me  rue  that  day  ||jisynt/ 

that  e^er  I  heard  your  cb^teri 
But  now  J  hope  you^il  oiarry  ai^e» 

my  bonny  R^b  the  mnter. 

For  when  I  dancM,  then  you  advanc^4 

and  ye  promised  not  to  steer  me, 
Wae  to  the4ay  I  betrd  you  plsy»  , 

it  malies  the  kiatry  }eer  me. 
But  lince  that  ye  will  comfQrt  gi^ej 

I'm  glad  yc^ve  copelo^iie^  me, 
And  from  the  scandle  of  the  jigg, 

in  really  you  will  frte  me. 

Fidler  s  wives  and  gamestcx^s  drink^ 

is  free  to  all  who  chuse  themi 
But  if  you^II  be  a  piper's  wife, 

I'll  guard  you  la  my  bsnnmt 
And  while  I  live  to  blaw  a  blast, 

youll  aever  be  a  n^nlcr, 
Since  y9u^r#  ao  £t!€e  to  marry  mr,i 

your  bonny  Rab  Ihit  lliiRtffr. 
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tfiE  PITCtitER 

IT'S  not  yet  day,  it's  not  yet  day^ 

thtm  why  should  wa  leav^  ^ood  liquoF;, 
'Till  tIieiLaD.beams  jutound  us  play. 

Mre^l^slt  nad  tal^e  the  othei  pitchtr^ 
The  iilver  mocn  fhe  shines  to  biii^hty 

she  shio^s  40  bright^]  sw«(ir  by  Nalure^ 
That  if  my  miiute^glats  f  eei  right, 

We'te  tuie  i^  drbik  the  other  pitcher* 
It's  not  yet  day,  <&c. 

They  tell  me  if  Vd  work  all  day 

and  sleep  by  wight;  I'd  grow  the  rfdier. 
But  what  is  all  this  world^s  delight, 

compared  with  mil  th^  my  friend  &  pitchei^* 
It^s  not  yet  diy,  U^s  not  yet  4*y, 

then  why  shoirtd  we  leave  gopd  liquor^ 
^litl  the  tun  beams  ebout  us  pity, 

we'il  sit  an  j  take  the  other  piteher* 
If s  not  yet  day.  &c. 

They  tell  me  Tom  his  got  a  wife, 
whsse  portion  will  make  him  the  rfchei^, 

I  envy  not  his  happy  life, 
gi^i  me  good  health,  my  friend  i%  pitched ^ 
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ndi  jtt  day  Ws  not  yet  day, 
then  why  bfaould  we  leave  good  liquor^ 
*rill  the  sun  betnia  s round  us  play, 
we'll  sit  and  take  the  other  pitcher^ 
It's  not  yet  day  ' 


OF  A'  THE  AIRTS  THE  WIN©  CAN  BLAW. 

Of  a*  the  airts  the  wisd  can  blaw^ 

I  dearly  Hke  the  west, 
For  there  the  boirmi^  la^ie  livet^ 

The  lasfi  that  I  loa^best 
Tho*  wild  woods  grow  an*  riiyera  row, 

monie  a  hiil  between' 
Baith  day  and  night  HBy  fancy's  flight, 

Is  ever  wi*  my  Jean. 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowV, 

Sae  lovely  sweet  and  fair  • 
I  hear  her  voicft  in  ilka  bird, 

T  hear  hm  chat «  the  air ; 
There's  not  a  bonny  flowV  that  springs. 

By  fountains,  «haw  or  green  : 
Nor  yet  a  bonny  bird  thnt  siiagS) 

But  minda  me  o'  my  Jean« 


0pon  the  banks  of  flowing  Clyda^ 

The  laiiie  bulk  them  braw. 
But  when  their  b?st  they  bae  put  ohi 

My  Jeani€^  dings  them  a*, 
In  ham«ly  weeds  the  far  excee<isi 

The  faireit  b'  the  town  ; 
Bajth  grave >^nd  gay  confesa  it  laf^ 

Tho'  die$t  in  rugae t  gown. 

The  gamesome  Umh  tbat  suck^  i|*f  d^Ga^ 

Mair  barmlewr  caona  be  ; 
She  haf  nac  faut  (if  §ip  we  ca't,) 

Except  bcr  love  for  me, 
The  iparkliag  dew^  of  clearest  hae. 

Is  like  he?  •hioiBg  een  i 
In  shape  ao*  air  wha  can  compare^ 

Wi'  my  iweet  lovely  Jeaa? 

0  blaw,  ye  westllsi  winds  blaw  laflt, 

Amaag  th0  leafy  tr eas  i 
Wi*  gentle  breath  fiae  muir  aad  daK 

Bring  bame  the  laden  bees^ 
"An*  bring  the  laisle  back  to  me, 

Tbat'a  aye  @a9  nedt  an'i  clean  ^ 
Ab  blink  o'  ber  wad  banish  care^ 

Sae  lovely  is  my  Jean* 


YARROW  BRAm 

I  ^bbam'o  a  dre^^ry  ^^ef m  last  niglHi 

Go4  keep  us  free  from  sorrow ; 
I  dream'4  I  pou*d  the  blrl^i  sae  greei^i 

Wi*  my  true  lov^  on  Varrow. 

111  real  your  dream  my  shtar  dear, 

ni  t&i  you  «fll  your  sorrow ; 
y#u  pou*d  the  birks  w^your  tirue  love^ 

W$  kiU'd,  WuVm  on  Tarrbw. 

0  gentle  wmdi  thai  Uawetb  south, 

To  wberojny  Iovq  repatretii. 
Convey  a  kiss  from  his  dear  mouthy 

And  tell  me  bow  he  f^ireth. 

But  o*or  yon  glen  oam^  arm'd  meP) 
Have  wrought  him  dule  and  sori^w^ 

They've  sh|in,  t(ieyVe  slain  the  ^mlieftt-siiu^Oi 
He  bleeding  Hes  in  Yarrow* 


